7 he Tr age die 

B ut where to morrow ? well all is one for that : 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe : 
l^or. S'x orfeuenthoufand is their greateft number. 
King. Wby,ourbattalhn trebles that account, 

Befides that a Kings name is a tower offtrength. 

Which they vpon the aciiers party want: 

Vp with my tent there valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs ftiruey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fome men of found direction, 

Lets want no difciphiK,make no delay, 

For Lords to morrow is a bufie day, Exrnt, 

Enter RichmtnAwitk tht Lords. 

Rich. The weary Sunne b3th made a golden feat, 

And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignallof a goodly day to morrow , 

Where is Sir WtHizm Brandon, he flia’l bearc my nanderd. 
The Earle ofPembroekekccpc bis regiment. 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him, 

And by the fecond houre in the morning, 

Defire the Earle to fee mein myTcnt. 

Yet cite thing more, good Blunt before thou go eft, 
Where is Lord Stanley quartern!, doeft thou know? . 

Blunt. Voles I haue miftainc his colouts much, 

Which well I am affur’d I haue not done. 

His regiment lieth lialfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the mighty power of the King. 

S "Rich, If without petili it be poffiblc, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him, 

And giuehim from me this moil needfull fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life nay Lord, He vendrtake it. 

Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me fome Inke and paper in my tent, 
lie dtaw the forme and modlc of our battel!, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmal! ftrength : 

Gome let vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinefle, - c 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter King Richard ) Nor»%4t6lfffe ) (fattsbyt 
King. W nac is a clocke / 


C* 



q / 4 Richard the The/ d. 

r t T* is fix of the clocke full fupper time. 
c f',l will not fup to night, giue mefome Inke and paper, 
my Beauer eaficr then it was ? 

And all mv armour laid into my tent. 
rJ It is^y Leige.and all things are in readmefle, 

Good Norfolk* h> c charge, 

Vfe carefull watch, chufetruftie Centmell. 

Nor I eoe my Lord. _ „ 

Lr’.Stur withthe Larke to morrow gentle Nor folly, 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King Catesby. 

R*», My Lord. 

Km. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To SmUjt regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifmg, leaft hisfonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of cternall night. 

Fill me a boulc of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookethat my ftaucs be found and not tooheauy Ratcltfe. 

King. Saweft thou the melancholy L . NorthtmberUui ? 
Rtf. 1‘homM the E arle of Surrey , and himlelfe. 

Much like Cockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fouldiers. 

King, (o I amiatisfied, giue me a boulc of wine., 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor dcare of mind that I was wont to haue : 

Set it downe, is Inke and paper ready ? 

R^, It is my Lord- 
King, Bid my guard watch, Icaue me, 

Ratdiffe about the midft ofnightcometomy cent 
And helpe to atrae me , Icaue me I fay ^ Exit Iw* 

Enter Darby to Richmond in hit tent, 

Dar. Fortune and viftory fit one tby hclmc, 

R ich. All comfort that the darke night can aford. 

Be to thy perfon, noble father in lawe. 

Tell me how fares our noble mother? 


*ui uii. uuwiaiw uui uouiv k 

Dar, I by atturney blcffe thee from thy mother. 
Who prayes ccmihuflMy for Richmonds good 

L % 
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